
The T ragedie 

Will premie as bl:ter,b!acke and ■ ragicall. 

Withdraw thee wretched trgret t w\& corn's hcere/ 
Enter the Qtteene and ibe Dutches of Tor^e, 

Qtt, Jh my yo ig Prince;, ah my tender babes, 

My vnblownc flower, new appearing i'vvccis, 

If yet your gentle foules flie in the aire, 
u 4 nd be not fixe in doome pcrpetuall, 

Houer abone me with your airie wings, 

>4nd hear® your mothers lamentations. 

Qtt. Mar. Houer about her, fay that right for right, 
Hath dime) your infant morne,to aged night, 

Qtt. Wilt thou O God flic fromlueh gentle lambes, 
jia& throw them in the mcrailcs of the Wolfe : 

When didfl thoufleepe when fucha dee J was done. ? 
Qu, Mar. When holy Mary died, and my fweete fon. 
T)t*t. B;indefighc,dead life, poore mortal! liuingGhoft, 
Woes fccane, worlds fhame, graues due by life rfurpt. 
Rdf their vnreft on England; lawfull earth, 

Vnlawfull made dtunke with innocents blood. 

Qtt. O that thou wouldft as well afford a graue, 

\A% thou canft yeeld a melanehoUy feat, 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft themkere : 

0 who hath any caufe to mourne but I ? 

Dut. So many miftries hauecraz’d my voyce 

That my woe-weried tongue is mute and dumbe, 
Edvard plantagecmt, why art thou dead ? 

Qtt, Mar. If ancient forrow bemoftreuerent, 

Giue mine die benefic of flgniorie, 

^nd let my woes frowne on the vpper hand, 

If forrow can admit focicty. 

Tell oucr your woes again * bv ve wing mine : 

1 had an Edvardt\U a Richard kiid him. 

I had a Richard, t\l\ a Richard kill him. 

Thou hadftan Edvard, till a Richard kud him, 

Thou had ft a Richard, till a %?b*rd kild him. 

D*t. I had a Richard coo,ind thou did ft k A him • 

I had a Rutland too; and thou holpli to^hhim: 

Qu, Mvc. rnou had ft a too, dll dtchard k.ld 

prom forth the kennell of thy wombe hacn crepe, 
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hell-hound that doth hum vs all to death, 

That Do°£C that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worry lambes, and lap their gentle bloods, 
rhatfouie defacer of Gods haudy worke, 
yhy wombe let loofe to chafe vs to our graues, 

0 vpright, iuft, an i true dilpoimg God, 

How do I ebanke thcc, for thiscarnall curie 
Preycsontheiflueof bis mothers body, 

^nd make her pue-fellow with others mone. 

Dut.O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God witnefle with me 1 haue wept for thee. 

£«, AAir.Beare with me I am hungry for reutnge, 
now I doie me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward he is dead, that ftabd my E dvard , 

Thy other Edvard dead, to quit my Edward, 

Yor.g Torke, he.is butbootc,bccaufe both they 
Match not che high perfection of my Ioffe .• 

T\\y Clarexceheii dcad,thatkild my Edward, 

And the beholders of thistragicke play, 

The adulterate Haflmgs, Rasters, Haugban, Gray, 

Vntimely fmothcred in their duskie graues, 

Richard y et liues,hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their faCtor to buy foules, 

Jni fend them thither , but at hand, 
fenfues his pitteous, and vnpittied end. 

Earth gapes, hell burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray, 

To haue him fuddonly conueyed away. 

Cancell his bonds of lifedcare God I pray. 

That I may line to fay the Dog is dead. 

Qa.O thou didft ptophcfic the time would eom e 
That I fliould with for thee to helpe me curffe 
That botteldfpider, that foule hunch-backt toad, 
j Qu, Mar. I call theethGn vame flourifb ofmy fortune, 

1 call thee then poore fliaddow painted Qucene, 

The prefentation of but what I was, 

The flattering index of a direfull pageant, 

One heau’da higbtobc hurled downe below, 

A mother onely, mockt with two fweet babes, 

Adrcaracof whichthou wert , abreath, a bubble, 
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